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acceded, but only to see our beloved sink lower, and
patiently pine away.

No one but a parent who has watched the rapid
decline of a darling child, and marked with a bursting
heart the approaching footsteps of the spoiler, can
imagine how powerless we felt at that time. The
wealth of the Indias, had we possessed it, would have
been freely given, although it would have been un-
availing, to shield that loved and gentle form from
pain, and we were obliged to look hopelessly on, while
our little patient, suffering daughter sank lower and
lower every day. In vain were our parental arms
outstretched for her protection; from death we could
not save her. She had long since ceased to glide
about the house, and soothe with her silvery tones all
the childish fears of the little ones. Helpless she now
lay, burning with fever, and wasting from our sight,
"till soft as the dew on the twilight descending,"
the cold damps of death gathered on her youthful
brow. One pleasant morning after passing a restless
night, I observed her to gaze earnestly upward, and a
moment after I called her name but received no
answer.

" Her languishing head was at rest;

Its thinkings and acMngs were o'er;
Her quiet, immoveable breast,
Was heaved by affliction no more."

On the fifteenth day of April, 1837, she sweetly fellstroyer: some said they could cure
